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JACK HORNER 


Little Jack Horner came from his corner, 
With the plum he’d dug out of his pie! 


And said: “I can’t bear it unless I can share it, 


For a right up to date boy am I!” 


& 
| 4 


Vor. XVIT JUNE, 19120 


A LITTLE GIRL IN A BIG WORLD 
Bessie Evans PerrinGer 
IX 
“Oh, I know a place where the sun is like gold, 
And the daisy blooms bursting with snow, 


And down underneath is the loveliest nook 
Where the four-leaf clovers grow,” 


sang Adrian in a high, clear voice which made the lady 
across the street stop to listen. Like a big golden-brown 
butterfly in the bright February sunshine, the child 
darted from tree to shrub, examining every blade and 
shoot in the garden. As usual, the Persian cat was held 
tight in her arms while the tiny dog tagged at her heels. 
“One leaf is for faith and one is for hope, 
And one is for love, I know, 
But God put another one in for luck, 
If you look, you will find where they grow.” 


Still the lady across the street stood and listened. She 
was very handsome; her rich furs and picture-hat gave 
her an air of distinction, and the black velvet gown set 
off the tall, graceful figure. “What a beautiful voice, 
and so strong for a child. She reminds me of the choir 
boys in Rome,’ murmured the lady, while the little girl 
unconsciously sang on without any special tune, but 
only a harmony and blending of tones delightful to hear: 
“But you must have faith, and you must have hope, 
You must love and be strong, and so 
If you work, if you wait, you will find the place 
Where the four-leaf clovers grow,” 


and just at that moment she looked up and discovered 
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she had a listener. Her face broke into a smile, “Oh, 
I—I didn’t see you before!” 

The lady crossed over. “You'll pardon me, won't 
you? The song was so sweet, and so were the words. 
Are you taking lessons?” 

“Yes, I’ve had three; I take one every Friday, but 
I was so ’cited this time I’m going to skip my lesson 
today. My aunt’s coming tomorrow and I can’t think 
of anything else just now. She's coming clear from 
France, and maybe after all she’s not my aunt. But oh, 
I hope she is?” 

A look of startled surprise overspread the woman's 
face as she took out a card bearing an address and com- 
pared the number with that of the house. “Does Mrs. 
Temple live here, and is this Adrian LaVerne?” 

“Yes. Did I ever see you at the Home? You look 
like somebody I’ve seen, but I can’t think who it is. 
Did you bring some dolls to the Home one awful rainy 
day when there were lots of other ladies there?” 

“No, you never saw me before; but tell me about 
this aunt of yours. You say she is coming from France? 
She may want to take you back with her and you might 
not want to go.” 

“Yes, I've thought of that and I never want to 
leave Mrs. Temple, but—well, I ain’t going to worry 
none till the time comes.” 

“Then you'd rather stay here than live with your 
aunt? It would make you unhappy should you have to 
leave your friends here in America?” 

“I know I wouldn’t be unhappy wherever I was. 
‘cause that would be wicked. Mrs. Johnson says if we 
make up our minds to be unhappy we'd be miserable 
even in heaven—'cause that’s what our minds is, any- 
way. Besides, if my Aunt Verna wanted me to go with 
her, I'd be gled ‘cause it was her, and I'd try not to 
think of what I wanted. Course I wish I could always 
live near Mrs. Temple, but—I never had an aunt or one 
single person I belonged to ‘cepting pa, and so—oh, if 
I just belong to her I'll go anyplace or anywhere she 
wants me to! Mrs. Johnson was always just as good 
to me as my own ma, but I wasn’t really hers like the 
other kids. I’m Mrs. Temple's little girl now, but I 
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ain't hers like Mr. Raymond’s baby is. You see, if 
Aunt Verna is really my aunt, I'll belong—really, truly 
belong. She’s coming tomorrow; she said so in her 
telegram.” 

Strangely moved the lady drew her veil lower, say- 
ing as she did so, “I am tired, for I’ve walked a long 
way. Will you let me sit on your steps to rest? We 
will talk, too, and after you have told me all about your- 
self, I'll tell you about myself, and what a pleasant time 
we'll have!” 

Hand in hand they walked up the front steps and 
together appropriated the big porch chair. It seemed 
as if they had known each other for years, and as if it 
were quite a usual thing for strangers to sit in the same 
chair and tell their “family secrets’’ without any shy- 
ness or reserve. 

“You tell me about yourself first,’ said the little 
girl. “I’ve told so many people ‘bout Mrs. Johnson and 
the Home, and how Mrs. Temple came for me in an 
automobile and took me to her home and everything, 
‘at I’m just tired of it. You tell me first and I'll finish 
‘bout myself afterward.” 

“Well, long, long ago when I was a little girl 
smaller than you we all came over from France to live 
in Americ2a—way down South where the sun is always 
shining. We three children, two boys and a girl, had 
great fun on the big plantation, riding and driving and 
spending all our time outdoors; we were always to- 
gether whatever we did or wherever we went. Then 
Frank, the older brother, went away to college and we 
missed him very much. Nothing seemed the same to 
us children when he was away, for he was our leader in 
every game or sport we played. Our father was a good 
man, but very strict with us, so when we did wrong we 
always feared to tell him. Frank did a very foolish 
thing while at college, and instead of asking help from 
his own people he went to strangers and they led him 
into more trouble, especially liquor. Things went so 
dreadfully after that for poor Frank that at last we 
had to be told, and Father was more angry than we had 
ever seen him before. He wrote a letter commanding 
him to come hdéme at once, and said some harsh, cruel 
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things. Oh, it was just such a letter as angry people 
will write, but the kind which should be burned before 
mailing! Well, of course, that only made matters worse, 
and as the two were very much alike neither one would 
apologize to the other. Father refused to send any more 
money for expenses, and waited day after day for some 
sign of repentance from his son, but it didn’t come. 
After a month, Father began to think better about it 
and wrote, only to find that Frank had left college a 
month earlier and no one knew where he had gone. It’s 
too long and sad a story to tell you, dear, how that old 
man searched for his son, blaming himself for his harsh- 
ness. He had detectives hunting and went himself from 
place to place wherever word came that some trace of 
the missing boy had been found. About a year after, 
there was a train wreck in the Rocky mountains, and 
the detectives were sure one of the men killed was my 
brother. Father could not identify the body, and he 
never believed the story. From that day he lost health 
and died; not long after mother died also, and my 
brother and I went back to France to live with an uncle. 
Our home there is beautiful, a real palace made of shin- 
ing white marble, with century old trees and lawns, and 
a beautiful blue lake in front. There are many servants 
to attend to all our wants; horses and automobiles, and 
a yacht on the lake, so that when we wish, we can steam 
out into the ocean and cross the seas as comfortably as 
if we were in our own home. On the hillside, beyond 
the palace, is a vineyard belonging to us where the men 
and women pick grapes which we send sometimes clear 
to America; from my bedroom window I can hear the 
people sing as they load their baskets with the purple 
clusters; the children help their parents, and it’s a pretty 
sight to see them play among the piles of fruit heaped 
on the wharf, ready to be shipped.” 

“Oh, you must be so happy there. If your brother 
knew about it he’d come home, wouldn’t he? Is there a 
golden stairway in the palace, and jeweled windows, 
and—and ‘rich brocades’ and scepters, and things?” 

The lady smiled at the eager questions. “Yes, the 
stairs are wide and wind up from the hall in the true 
old-fashioned way; they are of gleaming gold, too, for 
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the footsteps of many generations have polished the oak 
until it shines like metal. The windows are jewels of 
the rarest workmanship, and came at great cost from 
the factories in Bavaria. I have heard it said that every 
window in my uncle’s palace is a gem in itself, so per- 
fect, so wonderful in design and brilliant in its setting. 
The walls are hung with ‘rich brocades’ brought from 
Turkey and China and India; artists come from over 
the world to study the designs and patterns, for my 
uncle spent years in collecting his treasures, and noth- 
ing is too rare, historic or costly for him to possess. 
And scepters! well I’m not sure whether there are any 
scepters, but in the grand hall, decorating the wall, are 
swords and shields and war trophies of every descrip- 
tion. And the most beautiful statuary! Oh, Adrian, 
you would love the statuary. Some of it came from 
Pompeii; was dug out of the ground after it had been 
buried for centuries. Some is modern, too, from the 
French schools.” 

“How could you leave it!” sighed Adrian. “If I 
lived in a palace like that I’d be so happy I'd never 
want to leave it.” 

“If you did live in such a palace, Adrian; that is, 
if you owned such a palace, what would you do with it?” 
The lady watched the child’s puckered brow with great 
interest. 

“Why—why, Id fix up a lovely cottage right be- 
side the vineyard and make Mrs. Johnson and the kids 
live there, and then Mrs. Temple and I would live in 
the palace, and—and then I’d move everything over to 
America and—we'd live happy ever after.” 

“What would your Aunt Verna do—or rather, what 
would you do with her?” 

“She may not be my Aunt Verna and I don’t like 
to think about that part. If she is really my aunt, then 
I belong to her, don’t you see, and she’s tell me what 
to do. Oh, you just don’t know how nice it would be 
to have somebody to ’side questions for you! I’ve never 
had any one but myself to ‘pend on. There’s be lots of 
room in the palace for all of us, only—only I think my 
Aunt Verna would like me to sleep right in her own 
room. She—she might be afraid I'd get frightened in a 
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big place ail by myself. ‘Course I wouldn't, but—-” 
there was a pathetic little quiver about the small mouth, 
“it’s nice to have aunts and mothers think so! You 
didn’t finish about yourself—then what?” 

“Well, my brother and I have been very happy, but 
we have never forgotten our big, strong, older brother 
who ran away. He was so fine and good when we were 
children, and even though liquor ruined him and brought 
trouble to us all, and was even the cause of the death 
of my father and mother, yet we have more than for- 
given him; we could not give up the hope that some day 
he’d come back to us. Last fall I.began to get restless 
and think of him all the time and was very unhappy. 
My brother noticed the change and wanted me to travel, 
promising to stay and take care of ‘uncle until I re- 
turned; so I decided to take his advice. While in New 
York a very curious thing happened. The maid I had 
expected -to meet was not there, and somewhat disap- 
pointed I lingered in the city for a month or more, and 
had almost decided to return to France when a telegram 
concerning my runaway brother reached me.” 

“And you saw him! He wasn’t dead! Oh, how 
glad you must have been! And now is he going back to 
France and live in that palace? Oh, it is a fairy tale! 
Just like a fairy tale!” 

“No, you are mistaken; my brother was dead, but 
not at the time we had been led to believe. He had mar- 
ried and lived for years, and then died, only last fall.” 

“Oh, wasn’t that too dreadful!” sighed Adrian. 

“No, I think not. From what I have learned he 
had ruined his life with liquor, just as people almost al- 
ways do when they begin as he did. It would have giv- 
en him no pleasure, and been only a deep grief to me had 
I known about it all these vears. You see when liquor 
once gets its hold on a mind it robs it of all strength and 
power, making a person unlike his real self. It’s best 
he died. I'm glad he did, but I haven’t told you the ex- 
citing part of this story; don’t you want to hear it?” 

“Oh, is there more? Yes, please tell me.” 

Suddenly the woman put her arms around the child 
and kissing her again and again, with tears running 
down her cheeks, she whispered, “Adrian, Adrian! don’t 
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you know who I am? You ‘belong’ to me, and I to you, 
and we both ‘belong’ to your Uncle Paul, who has gotten 
my cablegram by this time, and must be on his way 
across the Atlantic this very minute to see his little niece, 
his little Adrian, named for my mother! Don’t you 
know who I am?” 

And Adrian knew she had come into her own. 
There was not a doubt in either of their minds as to 
the authenticity of their relationship. They saw it in 
each other’s eyes, in their voices, in the heartbeat of 
perfect understanding. All the child could do was to 
bury her head in the rich fur collar, crying softly, “Aunt 
Verna, my Aunt Verna!” and it was thus Mrs. Temple 
found them when she opened the. door to call Adrian to 
lunch. 


(The end.) 


God sent me here to help 
make the world better. Do 
you know how? By making 
myself better. 

"Joseph Moss Henninger, 

(five years old), 

Swansen, S. Wales, G. B. 


The Melbourne Truth Center, Melbourne, Austra- 
lia, is publishing a very interesting little magazine called 
The Children’s Herald. It contains a report of the Sun- 
day school work at the center, and many good children’s 
stories. : 
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CARINO 


N the deep forests of Spain, among the low 
mountains, there once dwelt a gentle lad named 
Carino. He lived in a cave, sheltered by a 
great, overhanging rock and protected by many 
low bushes and trees. Beside his home gurgled a mus- 
ical little brook, which sang to him day and night, and 
smiled at him every time he threw himself down beside 
it to quench his thirst. The brook always smiled at 
Carino, for Carino always smiled at the brook, and so 
they were most happy companions. Often the little 
stream told him of beautiful dells, where grew dainty 
flowers and tasty fruits. Never doubting his happy 
companion, Carino always followed it to some new sur- 
prise. 

He. learned to sing and to imitate the bubbling, 
laughing brook, and on a summer evening, when the 
brook had hushed its voice to a silver murmur, Carino 
loved to lie in his cave and hear the flowers grow. Did 
you ever hear the flowers grow? Carino not only learned 
to hear them grow, but he learned to talk to them, and 
they loved him because he loved them so. 

The first rays of the sun always sought Carino’s 
face, that they might kiss him and bid him open his eyes 
to the beautiful day, and when he walked through the 
wood the birds came and sat on his shoulder. Wild ani- 
mals fearlessly stepped out to follow him and perhaps 
kiss his hand. Even the poisonous adder would coil 
about his wrist and “play bracelet,” just to be near 
Carino, for the animals all loved him, because he loved 
them so. 

Year after year Carino lived in the thick wood, 
eating what the trees shook down to him, and what the 
plants told him they had hid at their roots. From a 
little boy he grew to a strong, stalwart youth, and yet 
he had never seen other men and knew nothing of them, 
save their language, which the parrot taught him. 

One beautiful day, as he was pulling a thorn from 
the paw of a great lion, an eagle came screaming to him, 
warning him that men were on their way up the valley. 
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The eagle expected him to be filled with fear and to run, 
but fear was entirely foreign to Carino’s realm of love, 
so hastily binding up the lion’s paw, he hurried forth 
to meet the newcomers that he might give them a hearty 
welcome. Like a wild thing he bounded down the valley, 
and he did look wild, for all that covered his brown skin 
was a girdle of dry leaves and vines which he had woven 
together, and the spiders had decorated with dainty de- 
signs. 

Now it so happened that these men were the serv- 
ants of a powerful but wicked king, who lived in a 
great, gloomy castle many leagues away. This king, 
being unkind, had become even more cruel when his 
infant son had been stolen away from its cradle, many, 
many years before. So intense was his disappointment 
that he could not bear to see any one else happy, and 
so had ordered his servants to go through the kingdom 
and seek out all who were happy and bring them to his 
castle. He had often remarked that a subject should 
never smile, nor should he dare to be happy when the 
king was unhappy, and so these men to whom Carino 
hastened were on a solemn errand. 

They were very surprised at the sudden appear- 
ance of such a strange looking youth, followed by a 
bodyguard of wild animals, and immediately were filled 
with fear and sought to kill the beasts, but Carino shook 
his head and motioned the animals to leave him. Re- 
luctantly the lions, bears, snakes, foxes and wolves drew 
away, for they doubted the safety of their loved one. 
When they were gone, Carino motioned the men to fol- 
low him, but they refused, and told him that he must 
follow them to the court of his king, and explain how 
he dared to be happy when his king was sad. Carino 
laughed a musical, rippling laugh, until the hills took up 
the note and the whole world seemed to laugh with him. 
“T never knew I had a king,” he said, “but since I have 
one, I shall be only too glad to tell him how to be 
happy.” And ‘so, knowing no fear, Carino embarked 
on his new expedition with zest. 

As he walked, the grass bowed down before his feet 
to make a soft cushion; the underbrush drew back that 
he might pass without being scratched; the acorn tree 
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dropped nuts to him that he might not hunger; the tall 
poplars sang soft, sweet music. 

On and on they walked, and though the guides were 
sorely torn by thorns and their feet were blistered, 
Carino was neither scratched nor tired. ; 

Now it so happened that King Ira had proclaimed 
that all of those coming before him, for indulging in hap- 
piness, should be made sad. In order to do this, he had 
contrived three ordeals which he thought no one could 
successfully undergo. The first one was called the 
“Ordeal of the Crystal Bowl.” The unfortunate sub- 
ject was given a dainty crystal bowl and made to drop 
it on the court pavement before the king’s outdoor 
throne. Should it break, as it always did, the happy 
one was made unhappy by a severe whipping, after 
which he underwent the second ordeal, the “Ordeal of 
the Crystal Goblet.” The poor victim was forced to 
push off from the banquet table, onto the stone floor, a 
crystal goblet. If this broke, he was given a whipping 
twice as hard as his first one, and needless to say, it 
always broke. The third ordeal was the “Ordeal of 
the Crystal Ball,” in which the happy one (or rather 
unhappy one) was caused to drop a perfect crystal ball 
from the top of the tower onto the jagged rocks beneath. 
If it broke, or had the slightest nick in it, the luckless 
subject was thrown into prison for life. 

As Carino approached the gates of the castle, the 
rushes grew high in the moat, and sought to close the 
drawbridge so that he could not go in, for they knew 
that the king meant him no good. The men with him 
were astounded at the spectacle, but blew their horns, 
and the king’s guard marched out on the bridge, crushing 
down the rushes. 

“Have no fear, dear little rushes,’ said Carino, as 
he passed over the bridge, “I am safe from all harm, 
for Love protects me.” 

Through the gate they passed, into a great, open 
court, at the end of which sat the king, a gray-haired 
man with fierce, defiant eyes. Before him was a beauti- 
ful pool, in the center of which played a fountain. As 
Carino passed it, the waters of the fountain sprang high 
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in the air to salute him, for they were the same waters 
which flowed past his home. 

When the king’s eyes fell upon Carino, the purity 
and happiness of the youth made him yearn for his son. 
But this yearning quickly turned to bitterness, and he 
growled out: “How dare you smile and look happy, 
when there is no heir to. the throne? What is your 
name? Where did you come from?” 

Carino neither quaked nor bowed, for he had heard 
the lion roar, he had heard the trees lash one another 
during the storms, and. he loved the roll of the thunder. 
So he smiled sweetly and said, in a clear, ringing voice: 
“My name, sir, is Carino. I come from my cave in the 
deep woods among the low mountains, and I am happy 
and smile because I love all the world, and am thankful 
for the tender care which God bestows on each and every 
one of us. Is not the setting sun enough to make you 
happy, sir?” he said, pointing through the open gate at 
the flame-colored west. The king was rather surprised 
at this answer, but ignoring the glorious sunset, ordered 
Carino to be put through the ordeals. 

The crystal bowl was brought and given to Carino. 
“Thank vou, sir,” said he, “you have given me more 
reason for happiness.” 

“Drop it on the stones,” ordered the king. 

“What! drop this beautiful crystal bow] and break 
it, sir; it were a shame that one should destroy such a 
dainty thing.” 

“Drop the bowl,” again ordered the king, “and if 
it break, you shall be soundly whipped.” 

Carino looked at the hard cobble stones, at the 
beautiful bowl, and then at the king. “I know not what 
whipping is, sir, but it must be something nice, else you 
never would have me sacrifice this grand gift for it.” 
So saying, Carino dropped the bowl on the stones, and 
it surely would have been dashed to pieces had not a 
toadstool sprung up through a crack in the stones and 
made a cushion for it to fall on. 

The king was astonished, as he had hoped to erase 
Carino’s smile by whipping him. -However, there was 
nothing to do but try the second ordeal. A procession 
was formed, and Carino was led to the banquet hall. 
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Here the crystal goblet was given him. “Place this on 
the table and push it off onto the floor,’ ordered the 
king. 

“Why, sir, it is too beautiful to break’ that way; 
look at the colors reflected in it by the setting sun. Oh, 
sir, wait until they fade, ere you bid me drop it.” 

“Drop it at once,” roared the king, “and if it break, 
you shall be given the soundest whipping my seven- 
tongued lash can afford.” 

“IT love whippings,” said Carino. “They must be 
nice, because everything in this world is nice.” And so 
he pushed the goblet from the table onto the floor, and 
the stone flags would have dashed it into a thousand 
pieces had not a tiny adder coiled himself where it fell, 
and formed a soft cushion for it to fall upon. As soon 
as his duty was done, he scurried away and left the king 
bewildered at the goblet’s failure to break. He had 
hoped to vanish smiles from Carino’s face forever. 
However, since this had failed, the next ordeal was 
ordered. 

Carino was taken to a high tower and given a crys- 
tal ball. This he was told to drop on the jagged rocks. 
Far below he saw the cruel rocks, and then he looked 
into the crystal ball and O, what glorious colors, for 
the moon was rising and the ball was alive with blue. 

“Must I break this ball,” he said. 

“Certainly,” said the king,“ throw it down on those 
rocks and see it smash.” 

“Why! sir, I thought you gave it to me.” 

“I did give it to you, and I command you to throw 
it on those rocks. If it breaks, you shall be cast into a 
dungeon.” The king laughed in glee at his grim humor, 
and rubbed his hands together at the thought of making 
Carino unhappy. 

“Good,” said Carino. “You are so kind to me, to 
let me go among the prisoners and to bring happiness 
‘into their lives.” So saying, he threw the crystal ball 
down at the rocks below, and it surely would have been 
dashed into a thousand pieces had not thick moss grown 
quickly over the rocks and formed a carpet soft as eider- 
down. The ball fell on this, uninjured. 

When the king saw this, he was filled with fear, and 
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suspected magic; therefore he ordered the youth to be 
tried for witchcraft. 

The sweet, loving smile of the boy began to impress 
itself on his heart in spite of his resistance. However, 
Carino was convicted, and rocks were tied to his feet 
and he was bound and thrown into the pool in the center 
of the court. Though he sank in the water and disap- 
peared, and the king rejoiced at disposing of one so 
happy, Carino was not dead. The fishes brought air 
to him, and a friendly turtle bit the cord which bound 
him, and the happy waters carried him quickly to a 
cavern far under the castle, safe from harm. Here the 
winds blew and told him of his parentage. He was King 
Ira’s son, and had been taken away from King Ira by 
the stork just after he had been delivered, because the 
king was not kind to his subjects. The wind told him 
to stay in the cavern until the frogs brought him word 
that the king would see him. 

The king was walking in his court the next night, 
all alone, deeply wrapped in thought. In spite of him- 
self, he was forced to acknowledge the beautiful colors 
and forms displayed by the fountain, playing in the 
moonlight. When alone, his thoughts always turned to 
his infant son who had been stolen away. Finally, no 
longer able to contain himself, he cried out: “Oh! if 
my son were only here, I should give him my whole 
kingdom, to do with as he pleased.” To his astonish- 
ment, the babble of the fountain began to sound like 
words, and it said: 

“Promise to love every living creature and thing, 
and your son shall be restored—promise to love every 
living creature and thing, and your son shall be re- 
stored.” 

The king sprang up, and.throwing his scepter into 
the fountain, exclaimed: “I promise, and give my scepter 
as bond.” 

No sooner had he uttered these words than Carino 
rose on the water of the fountain, holding the scepter in 
his hand, and crying: “Father, father, thy son is re- 
stored.” 

The king was paralyzed with fear at the appearance 
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of one he thought dead. Carino leaped from the foun- 
tain to his side. 

The king doubted still that Carino was not a wizard, 
so he called a nurse who had seen the infant, and asked 
her if there were any marks on the child. “Yes, your 
majesty,’ said she, “he had a mole on his left shoulder.” 

When they looked, sure enough there was the mole 
on Carino’s shoulder. The joy of the king was un- 
speakable, and he embraced his son time and again, and 
ordered thet a great feast be prepared in honor of his 
return, proclaiming that he would keep his oath, and 
that Carino was now king. Carino, therefore com- 
manded that no meat should be served at the feast, for 
he could not consent to have any of his companions 
killed for food. 

And so Carino lived and never grew old and cross, 
but mede his kingdom one of Love and Peace, and he 
set free every prisoner and taught him the law of Love, 
so there would be no more prisoners. Though King Ira 
went to sléep with his fathers, Carino still rules in this 
beautiful country in the depths of the forest, among the 
low mountains of Spain, and no harm comes to animal 
or man, and there is no want or lack, for the trees shake 
down nuts and fruits, and the plants yield their seed and 
root, while all live in harmony as a great family, with 
naught but Love in all the kingdom. 


My small niece, aged four, came running into the 
room where her mother and I were sitting. 

“My dollie’s sick,” she said, “and I don’t know 
what's the matter. I gave her water and she can’t swal- 
low that; the doctor gave her a pill and she can’t swallow 
that.” 

“Then,” said I, “I don’t see but what you had bet- 
ter try Christian Science for her.” 

“We have tried it,” said she, “and she can’t swallow 
that.” —Life. 


Love, dears, is a feeling that everything in the 
world is a brother or sister, and that they all like a kind 
word just as you would like one. Do you feel that way? 
If you do, everyone will love you, too! 


WEE WISDOM 


THE BOY WHO ASKED 
Lucy C. 


ENIE hugged his ‘papers tighter under his cold 
little arm, and sat down on a doorstep to think 
it all over. He had searcely sold a paper, and 
hated to go home to “mudder,’ weary from 

her washing. There would not be much for supper; 
but there would be a fire in the stove, and, O dear, how 
cold his toes were! He glanced thoughtfully down at 
his old shoes, and then at his little red paws before 
thrusting them up his sleeves for warmth, sighing at his 
pile of unsold papers. 

But what was that that Tommy Crum had told 
hin? “Ax.” That is what they had told Tommy at 
Unity—“Ax, and—ax, and,” oh, yes, “Ax and you'll 
git.” that was it.- But, my! the sky was so far off, where 
God was, and Genie was such a little, little fellow, not 
quite nine years old! Still, it wouldn’t hurt to try; God 
might be looking at him from those shining stars above 
the tell buildings, though Tommy did say that God was 
mighty near, closer than his mother’s arms when she 
thought he was going to leave her last year. Still, Genie 
could not help looking up at the stars when he did “ax” 
that he might “git.” 

It was now after seven o'clock, and the streets were 
becoming deserted. It was a cold March night, and the 
people walked fast. Just across the way Genie saw a 
young man walk briskly up the street, turn quickly be- 
fore a tall building, and disappear within the doorway. 
Genie glanced up the great building to the top, where 
one room was still lighted, and he thought how nice and 
warm it must be up there. 

The young man who had entered the building trav- 
eled up the seven flights of stairs to the top, for the 
elevator had stopped running for the night. As he came 
hurriedly into the lighted room, the group of people 
there glanced up expectantly. But the young man shook 
his head, saying, 

“I’m awful sorry, but he escaped me.” 

“You should have kept him under lock and key 
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until seady to be served up,” said a young man with 
merry eyes. 

“Well, what are we going to do tonight?” asked a 
young woman. “Mr. Dubs, you look as blank as this 
paper.” 

“Dubs, I fear you'll have to go out and capture 
someone else,” said a young man with a yellow beard. 

So Mr. Dubs buttoned up his coat again and went 
out, running down the seven flights of stairs to the street. 

“Hello, there!” he cried, as he just about ran into 
a small, shivering figure on the sidewalk. 

“Paper, sir? Last er-dition.”’ 

“Paper? No. But I want you!” 

And the young man seized Genie and whisked him 
through the doorway and up the stairs. 

At home, Genie’s mother was wondering why Genie 
did not come. The hand of the dingy old clock on the 
crazy little mantle pointed to eight, and nine, and still 
he did not come. She had spread the small shaky table 
for two, and the bread and butter and bacon were ready. 
She had bought him a cookie for the next day, which 
was Sunday; but by-and-by she put it near his vacant 
place; and she longed for him to come, that she might 
see him eat it. She often spoke sharply to Genie, for 
she was tired and sometimes ill; but he was all that she 
had and she loved him more than her clumsy speech 
could tell. 

As Genie did not come home, his mother put a shawl 
over her head and ran into a neighbor's. 

“Whatever has become of Genie!” she cried, her 
white face shining from the dark folds of her shawl. 
“Here it is nigh ten o’clock, and he’s not come home. 
The last of six, Mrs. Crum, and him I’m so fond of, 
though I do speak cross sometimes; but he knows I don’t 
mean it!” 

She sat down in a chair and began to cry. 

“Don’t take on so, Mis’ Biddle,” said the neighbor 
soothingly. ‘‘Genie’s all right and’ll turn up by-and-by. 
Like as not he’s off playing with the boys.” 

“No, no,” said Mrs. Biddle, shaking her head, 
“Genie’s a good boy and allers comes home. Somethin’s 
happened to him. He went out so bravely in the cold 
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today to make his living in the streets, and him such a 
little feller!’ And her tears started afresh. 

“Take some tea, now, Mis’ Biddle, do,” said Mrs. 
Crum. “Genie’ll come home all right, I know. My 
Tommy’. often an’ often out late, but he allers turns up 
again. I just ax God to take care of him, and thank 
him in the same breath; for yer must ax as if yer had 
already got, that’s what Tommy learns at Unity. So 
just ax God to take care of Genie, and say “Thank ’ee,’ 
and He’ll bring him home safe and sound; it never fails 
to work, and that’s my Crum of comfort for yer.” 

And fat Mrs. Crum laughed until Mrs. Biddle’s 
wan face brightened under this heart-sunshine. 

“Mandy,” said Mrs. Crum, “cut a piece off’n that 
pie and give it to Mis’ Biddle to take home for Genie.”’ 

Then Mrs. Biddle broke down, wailing, “But sup- 
pose he don’t never come home!” 

“Oh, you've forgot that quick what I was trying to 
learn you!” cried Mrs. Crum. “Just keep saying. 
‘Genie’s all right, Genie’s all right.’ ” 

“But suppos’n he ain’t?” sobbed Mrs. Biddle. 

“Land alive!” cried Mrs. Crum, “he is all right, I 
feel it in my bones.” 

Now if Mrs. Crum felt this in her bones, under all 
her rosy flesh, Genie’s mother did think that perhaps he 
was all right, for it was bringing things down where she 
could understand them. So, as she was bidden, she took 
the pie in her hand and the words in her mouth, and 
went out, repeating, “Genie is all right, Genie is all 
right !”’ 

And meeting Tommy Crum at the gate, Tommy 
asked, “Howdy, Mis’ Biddle? How's Genie?” To 
which she answered, 

“Genie’s all right, Genie’s all right—O dear!’ and 
began to cry. 

The young man who had whisked Genie into the 
big dark building, did not let go his hold until he had 
landed him at the top of the seven flights of stairs and 
into the lighted room. Genie blinked in the light and 
before the dozen pairs of eyes immediately turned his 
way, and shivered both from cold and fright. 

“What is your name?” demanded his captor. 
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“Genie,” was the reply. 
“Well, Genie, can you sit still?” 

Genie nodded in a scared way, watching the young 
man with the yellow beard sharpen a long pencil, when 
he was suddenly swung up into a tall chair, right into 
the middle of a big bear robe. 

“Now, Genie,” continued his captor, “you will think 
your name is ‘Genie Sit-still’ before we get through with 
you. 

Genie felt quite safe from the warm bear robe; his 
fear vanished, and from his perch upon a platform he 
began to feel like a little king as his subjects screwed 
up their eyes in a funny way and looked at him. His 
feet did not touch the floor, but his thin little arms were 
spread out on the robe, and his fingers lay in the deep, 
soft fur. It was decidedly comfortable. 

At first Genie sat as still as a mouse, as the people 
kept looking at him and busily working on the sheets of 
paper before them. Then he began to look about in a 
pleased way. There were many pictures on the walls, 
and he twisted his head to see a tawny lion glaring at 
him from a safe distance. 

“Sit still!” cried Mr. Dubs. 

Then Genie sat very still until he caught sight of 
a small plaster horse on the mantel, and he screwed his 
head the other way to see that. 

“Sit still!” called the young man with the yellow 
beard. 

“He must be tired now,” said a young woman with 
pretty eyes; and Genie nodded. 

“Well, get down and rest for a little while,” said 
Mr. Dubs kindly. 

So Genie slid down from his perch, while she with 
the pretty eyes said, 

“What a little fellow!” 

“Are you cold, Genie?” asked Mr. Dubs. 

“No,” replied Genie, “but I was.” 

“Are you hungry?” 

Genie nodded emphatically; whereupon the young 
woman with the pretty eyes, who had gone out to lunch 
that day with Mr. Dubs, brought forth her lunch-basket ; 
and Genie’s eyes grew wide and happy as he sat on a 
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stool and ate chicken sandwich and plum cake. And all 
the while Genie’s mother was thinking that it was Genie 
who was being devoured. 

As he ate, they asked him many questions ; and in 
his little piping voice he told them about himself and 
his mother. And when the sandwich and cake were all 
gone, Mr. Dubs picked him up and reseated him on his 
throne. Now that Genie felt so good within, his neck 
proved quite agile in his efforts to see all the pretty pic- 
tures on the walls. 

“Now, dear, keep your head still a little longer,” 
said Pretty Eyes. 

And as Genie sat very still, he remembered what 
Tommy Crum had told him about keeping still, “Axing 
and keeping still.” And so he kept as quiet as the plas- 
ter horse on the mantel, until his bright eyes closed, and 
Genie was fast asleep. 

“Now he is real nice and still,” remarked one busy 


young woman. 
When the clock struck ten, Mr. Dubs gently picked 


up Genie and “set the little child in their midst.” Genie 
rubbed his sleepy eyes, wishing he could have slept more. 

“This is for you, Genie,” said Mr. Dubs, offering 
him a quarter. 

Genie knew what to do with the quarter, so he put 
it into his pocket, too tired to say “Thank you.” Then 
the young man with the yellow beard gave him two 
dimes, and this time he thought to say “Thank you.” 

“He is so little!” said Pretty Eyes, and gave him 
another quarter. 

“And here’s a dime to keep it company,” said the 
merry young man; and then all gave him something. 
His eves began to shine, for he knew that it was money,- 
and would buy—oh, anything, ’most! 

“That's ’cause I axed!” he cried joyously. 

“What does the dear child mean?” some one ques- 
tioned. 

“*Ax and you'll git,” repeated Genie. 

“Oh, yes,” softly said Pretty Eyes, “ ‘Ask, and ye 
shall receive.’ ” 

“T think that I'll try that,” said Mr. Dubs to her, 
under his breath. 


. 
a 
& 
{ 
; 
i 


WEE WISDOM 


“I will try it—for my work,” she said, smiling. 

“And I will try it—for you!” 

Genie was rattling the money in his pocket. 

“Do you know your way home, Genie?” 

Genie nodded. He was not given to words. So 
they opened the door and said good-by; and Genie 
trudged down the long flights of stairs out into the cold 
night. 

It was not very far to his home, which was a little 
shanty set up on a vacant lot, to stay only until the 
great brick business buildings should push their way 
farther and shove the little houses away. Genie put his 
hand on the doorknob very softly, but not so softly but 
that his mother’s anxious ears heard, and she jumped up 
and flung open the door. 

“Wherever was yer at?” she cried, hugging him 
close. ‘‘Genie, Genie, would yer break yer poor mother’s 
heart?” 

Genie did not seem at all inclined to do this. He 
kissed his mother when she had freed him, and laid his 
papers upon the table. A shade of disappointment 
crossed her shining face. 

“Hardly one sold, Genie,” she said. “But never 
mind, darlin’, I’ve got you. I’ve been cryin’ my eyes out, 
Genie, and tea a-waitin’, an’ the cookie, and the pie Mis’ 
Crum sent ’ee. But I'd think folks’d buy papers of ’ee, 
as is so little, and with yer patchy clothes on, as I tries 
to make look so appealin’.” 

Genie laughed a little gleeful laugh. He noticed 
neither cookie nor pie, having too many sweet memories 
of chicken sandwich and plum cake, but began to shake 
the silver from his pocket. Then his mother’s hands 
flew up and her eves and mouth opened wide, and in an 
awed voice she asked, 

“Whatever did yer earn it at, Genie darlin’?” 

“Nuthin’, nuthin’ at all,” responded Genie; “I just 
axed, and sat still, and then I got.” 

“Tf that ain’t what the Crumses say!” cried Mrs. 
Biddle; ‘“‘yer just ax, and keeps real quiet like, and 
then yer gits!” 


Love is the key to happiness. 
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WEE WISDOM BOOSTER CLUB 


Hello, Wees! Isn’t this fine weather to meet and 
talk over the vacation days? I guess that most of you 
are out of school, with no studying to do until next Sep- 
tember. There are not so many of us at the meeting 
this month. What’s the matter? Did the lazy spring 
days make you lazy, too? 

Isn't it great to lie out under the trees and feel the 
warm breezes fan your cheek, and know that all is Love, 
and God is everywhere? And now, as the bumblebee 
drones in the apple tree, he does not say, “It is time to 
study, dear,” but he hums a sweet, little story about the 
cool, deep woods, and the swimming pool. Bumblebees 
are very wise, and if you listen carefully they will tell 
vou lots of things. Of course you have to listen with 
your “bumblebee ears,” but that is easy when you lie 
out in the meadow and gaze up at the blue sky and fleecy 
clouds. 


Well, dears, I had nearly forgotten to ask you to 
say a word or two, I was so busy talking myself. Mar- 
garet wants to say something nice. I can tell from the 
sparkle of her eye and the brightness of her smile: 


Cameron, Mo. 
Dear Wer Wispom—lInclosed please find fifty cents for 
Wee Wispom’s traveling expenses for another year. We have 
taken Wer Wispom ever since I can remember, and I will be 
fourteen years young next month. Sister Marcella and I would 
like very much to join the Boosters’ Club. I think Wee W1s- 
pom gets better all the time. We would not know how to get 
along without her. We enjoy reading her so much. Like 
Virben, we have had wonderful demonstrations with our pets, 

especially with our canary. Love to all the Wees. 
Margaret Bulkley. 


Now isn’t that true of Margaret and Marcella to 
practice their Wee Wispom teachings on their pets? 
Perhaps they will tell us about their experiences some 
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time. Will you? We are mighty glad to welcome you 
to the Boosters’ Club! It is growing steadily. 

There is another bright face! Therne Adelbert has 
something to say to us: 

Willits, Cal. - 

Dear Wer Wistom—You make me very happy, and I like 
you fine. You teach me a great deal, and I hope I can keep 
you a year more after this one. I think I shall get some boys 
to subscribe for you soon; also, I think I can raise a Were 
Wispom Boosters’ Club here. I have quite a few boy friends 
who would like to get Wee Wisnom. Hoping to get another 
soon, Yours very truly, Therne Adelbert Axtelle. 


That is a good idea, Therne. If our little Wees 
would get their friends to take an interest in Wee Wis- 
pom, they would have a better time together and would 
be able to form a big Booster Club in every town. 
Wouldn’t you enjoy reading the letters from the various 
Booster Clubs? If you will write and ask me about the 
Booster Clnb, I will tell you how to organize one, and 
how you may get the little pins with the three monkeys 
on them, free. 

Here is Amy. Hasn’t she a 
fine big doll? We are so glad to 
get the pictures of Wees when- 
ever they find it convenient to 
send them to us. We welcome 
Amy as a member of the Booster 
Club. 

Elizabeth M. Fales, 58 W. 
Main St., Westboro, Mass., would’ 
like to have the Wees write her 

Amy Lois Dean whenever they find time. She 
wants to be a Booster, too. We 
are glad to have you with us, Elizabeth. 

Grace McKenney, Calneva, Cal., is an enthusiastic 
Wee, and would like to have the Wees write to her. 
Norma Riefer has a nice word for us, too. We are 
always so glad to hear from the Wees. 

Perhaps some of our dear little Wees have won- 
dered why their letters did not appear in print. Well, 
now I shall tell you the secret. No, I shall let you think 
it out for yourself. When you write a letter to Wer 
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Wispom, read it over and see if you would enjoy reading 
it in print if you were some other little Wee. Is it lively 
and full of truth or full of fun? Or does it merely tell 
about the humdrum things about you? If you have a 
cute pet, tell the Wees about some of his tricks. If you 
have been demonstrating the Truth, tell the Wees about 
it. If you are organizing a Boosters’ Club, tell the Wees 
about it. Tell them something which will interest all 
of them, and make them better and wiser for reading it. 
Do you understand, dears? Yes, of course Wee Wispom 
loves every one of her children, and she is always trying 
to help them do their best, so she will not take up space 
in which she might give you good stories by printing 
letters which do not interest you. 

I hope that more of us will be in attendance at the 
next meeting, and that many of the smart Wees will write 
and tell us interesting things about their homes and ex- 
periences. Tell about the things which interest you in 
other Wee’s letters. 

I seem to have talked most of the time at this meet- 
ing, but of course you will forgive me, because I was 
just telling vou nice things that you could do during va- 
cation. Now is the time to join the Booster Club, and 
you can be a member if you will just write Wer Wispom 
and ask to be enrolled. It is getting to be just like a 
real grown-up club, and you can help it and make your- 
self stronger by organizing a Boosters’ Club among your 
friends. Do it this summer. Do it now. Remember 
that the Birthday party is in August, and that Wee 
Wispom is going to try to have the pictures of all the 
Booster Clubs in that number. Be a Booster now! 


Be a ray of sunshine, 
Be radiant, joyful and true; 
And if a storm-cloud gathers, 
Let the light shine through. 


Have you gotten one of the litthe Wer Wispom fig- 
ures yet? They are very cute, and they are easy to get, 
too! Write Wee Wispom, and she will tell vou about 
getting one. Every Unity home should have one on the 
mantel. 
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BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS 


Lesson 10, JUNE 9 
HEARING AND DOING.—Luke 6:39-49. 


Golden Text: “Be ye doers of the word, and not hearers 
only, deceiving your own selves.”"—Jas. 1:22. 

This is a splendid lesson. Indeed, most of us need it 
badly. We know the true way. We are hearing about it all 
the time, and we surely believe it—but do we do it? 

During the past year we have talked continually about 
the law. We know about the Spirit within, and there isn’t 
one of us who could not tell just what to do when things seem 
out of tune. The question this lesson brings up is: Do we 
use what we know? We have been hearers—are we also doers? 

If we are not using it, then hearing about the Truth does 
little good. If we were starving it would be of little use to 
see a table spread with food if we did not eat it. 

We all know the little prayer, “God is my help in every 
need; God does my every hunger feed.” If God does not help 
and feed us, it is our own fault. Whenever we are in trouble, 
do we sit still and say, “God is my help in every need. I am 
the child of God and nothing can trouble or hurt me”? If we 
do, we are living the Truth. If we do not, then knowing the 
law is not helping us. 

The whole world of good things is spread before us. We 
know that the way to take them is to hold the right thoughts 
and speak the right words. Let us use the law and take what 
is ours. Our joyous, healthful lives will help others to learn 
the true way. 


Lesson I|1, JUNE 16 


CHRIST'S WITNESS TO JOHN THE BAPTIST.— 
Matt. 11:2-19. 


Golden Text: “Among them that are born of women there 
is none greater than John: yet he that is but little in the 
kingdom of God is greater than he.”—Luke 7:28. 
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John the Baptist was in prison and with nothing better 
to do, he began to wonder after all if Jesus was really the 
Messiah—or Christ. He sent messengers to Jesus, asking if 
he was the one of whom the prophets had written. The men 
whom John sent found Jesus healing the sick and cleansing 
lepers, and when they gave John’s message, Jesus said: “Go 
and shew John again those things which ye do hear and see: 
the blind receive their sight, and the lame walk, the lepers 
are cleansed, and the deaf hear, the dead are raised up, and 
the poor have the gospel preached to them.” 

Many people doubt the truth even as John doubted Jesus. 
We who know the law sometimes get discouraged. The way 
to prove to ourselves and others that the Christ within is all 
powerful, is by deeds. Jesus revived John’s faith by healing 
the sick and raising the dead. 

If we heal ourselves and those around us with the living 
word; if we keep only thoughts of love and health and pros- 
perity in our minds, then we will be happy and contented all 
the time. The reason we lose our faith is because we let un- 
true thoughts come in. If we keep them out, our faith will 
never waver, and when people see how happy and well we are, 
they will believe in the Spirit within. 


Lesson 12, JUNE 23 
THE PENITENT WOMAN—Luke 7:36-50. 


Golden Text: “Faithful is the saying, and worthy of all 
acceptation, that Christ Jesus came into the world to save 
sinners.”"—I Tim. 1:15. 


While Jesus was eating with a Pharisee one day, a woman 
who had been a sinner came in and sank at his feet and kissed 
them, and anointed them with ointment. ‘The woman was so 
sorry for ‘her sins and so full of love for Jesus that he forgave 
her. 

We have learned before that sinning was falling short of 
the mark. That is, if we allow a sick thought to enter our 
minds we are sinning, because we know that all is health. We 
are not living up to the best we know. But our sins can be 
forgiven. The Christ Spirit within us is ready to forgive all 
our sinning or untrue thoughts. ‘To forgive means to give for. 
If we close our eyes and declare that we are the perfect chil- 
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dren of God, the Spirit within will give us strong, true 
thoughts in place of our dark ones and our sins will be for- 
given. 


Lesson 13, JUNE 30 
REVIEW 


Golden Text: “I am not come to destroy, but to fulfill."— 
Matt. 5:17. 

Today is review Sunday. Let us choose what seems to be 
the central thought in each lesson. 

Lesson 1—‘He is Risen.” The Christ is risen within each 
of us, ready to guide and teach us every day of the year. 

Lesson 2—We must not become the slaves of clothes, 
money or other outer things. We should use them but be 
masters of them, always remembering that the things which we 
learn in the stillness are the real things. 


Lesosn -3—The Twelve Disciples; their names and what 
they symbolize. If we have not learned them, we should do 
so now. 

Lesson 4—Blessed are the pure in heart, for they shall 
see God.” If we keep our hearts and minds full of pure, 
healthy thoughts, we shall see only God or Good. 

Lesson 5—The real riches are a knowledge of the power ; 
we have through the Christ within, and the energy to use what 
we know. 

Lesson 6—If our hearts are full of love we are fulfilling 
the law of God, and all good will come to us. 

Lesson 7—Remember that an angry thought is a murder 
thought. Love everybody, and everybody will love you. 

Lesson $—Let us speak always what we know to be true 
in spite of appearances. 

Lesson _—When we do a good deed, let us do it, not be- 
cause people will praise us, but because our hearts are so 
full of love we cannot help it. 

Lesson 10—It is good to learn the Truth, and better to 
use it to make life more pleasant. 

Lesson 11—The proof of the Truth is the good it will do. 

Lesson 12—If we have been sinning, let us get still and 
the Spirit will give us true thoughts in place of the sinning 
ones; our sins will be forgiven. 
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Lesson |, JuLy 7 
MALIGNANT UNBELIEF.—Mark 3:20-35. 


Golden Text: “This is the condemnation, that light is come 
into the world, and men loved darkness rather than light, be- 
cause their deeds were evil.”"—John 3:19. 


On one occasion Jesus said, “Whosoever shall do the will 
of God, the same is my brother, and my sister and mother.” 

What he meant was that when we do the will of God, we 
are all one in Spirit. We are all brothers and sisters, for the 
same Spirit is in each of us. The will of God is that we speak 
and think only words of love, joy and plenty; that we never 
speak of lack of health or life or happiness; that we always 
remember that only the good is true. If we obey this, we are 
doing the will of God. 


BLANCHE’S CORNER 


This is Wee Curtis’ birth- 
day month, and to celebrate 
he has asked me to squeeze 
over so he could climb into 
the corner and talk to you. 
He thinks, after having 
been in it a year, that this 
world of ours grows more 
interesting every day. He 
has learned just lots and 
lots of wonderful things. 
One extraordinary 
thing -he just found out a 
short time ago, is that if 
vou put your feet flat on the 
floor and straighten your 
knees out right stiff, you 

Wee Curtis ean stand up, with mother 
just barely touching your shoulder to keep you from 
wobbling. Isn’t that grand? Things lock so different 
when you are standing. Your dog, Waffles, doesn’t seem 
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half so big. By the way, Curtis hopes every one of you 
has a dog. He'd like them all to have a nice, long, black 
coat and a white shirt, but just so they are dogs it 
doesn’t much matter about their clothes. It is conveni- 
ent, though, when they have a long, wavy tail. Waffles 
has such a fine one. When he starts away, all you have 
to do is just pull his tail and back he comes’in a hurry. 

Then there’s the sunbeams. It is such fun to play 
with them. But my, they are hard to catch! You can 
grab and grab-and shut your fist just as tight, and then 
when you open it the sunbeam is gone. 

Porch boxes with red flowers are pretty, too, but 
someway your high chair is never quite close enough to 
get them, though you stretch until you hear the strap 
creak. 

And then the spoons and tin-plates and pot-lids— 
sometimes there’s china plates. Don’t they make a 
beautiful noise when they drop? 

The world’s just chuck full of things to see and 
hear. It keeps a little boy’s eyes popping all the time 
to take it all in. 

At night there’s a nice, white bed that daddy made 
for boys, and a soft, soft, comfy, and a mother to pat 
you—oh, there never was a world like this world! 


If you want a monkey pin, see the Booster Club. 


Did you ever think, dears, what Were Wispom 
means? It means that little voice which guides you 
when you let it. It is the little voice which tells you 
right from wrong, and which says “I’m sorry: when you 
are naughty or say an ugly word. Follow the guidance 
of this little voice, and you will be a true Wee. 


To do good and be happy, is a happiness with no 
regrets. Every time that you think a good thought, real 
happiness comes to you, but whenever you let a naughty 
thought creep in, the happiness it might bring will soon 
leave. 


“Tt is easy to begin a task well.” 
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Lessons are o'er, vacation’s here! 
Let’s shout with the rest of the boys! 
And run and romp and somersault, 
And jump and whistle and cheer. 
Far from school to the woodlands cool, 
And the brook so “‘gurgley’’ and clear, 
We'll hasten away to spend the day; 


> 
For lessons are o'er, vacation’s here. 


fe Ir THERE IS A BLUE MARK at the end of this notice, it is because 
you have forgotten to invite WEE WisDoM to continue her visits to 
you. You must not miss her this year, for she has planned many 
new treats for her readers, great and small. 


I, Wisdom, cause those that love me to inherit substance, and | will 
fill their treasuries. 


| 


SOME GOOD BOOKS 


WEE WISDOM’S. WAY Myrtle Fillmore 


Boards, price $1; paper, 25 cents. 
Nothing better was ever written for the little folks, 
or for big folks, also. The story is founded on fact 
and is most interesting, as well as full of practical 

teaching along the lines of Truth. 


TREASURE-BOX Imelda Octavia Shanklin 


Paper, envelope edition, price 50 cents. 
Written in Miss Shanklin’s usual happy vein, the 
story is as charming as any fairy tale, and yet re- 
plete with ideas which may be applied in character 


building. The children are all delighted with it. 


LOVE’S ROSES Lucy C. Kellerhouse 


Paper, price 25 cents. 
Miss Kellerhouse is noted for her delightful stories 
for the children. Under the guise of entertaining 
fiction she presents many suggestions which induce 
the child to think before acting. 


JINKS’ INSIDE Harriet Hobson 
Cloth, price $1. Postage 5 cents. 
Jinks is a child of the gutter, but he has an “‘inside,”” 
as he calls it, which compels him to do certain things 
and is really troublesome. 


HOW THE FAIRIES FOUND THEIR 
WINGS Ida Belle Elliott 
Leather, 75 cents; paper, 35 cents. 
Another delightful fairy story with a purpose. Here 
the power of the imagination is brought into play in 
forming the character of the child. 
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